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About The Bugle 
The Bugle is our mouthpiece which alerts readers to matters which we feel need attention, 

and at the same time allows us to explore our creative skills—whether though writing 

poetry, artwork, cartoons or other means of expression 

Our History 

The first edition was let out on an unsuspecting public in November 2005 and at that time it 

ran to eight pages only, with limited colours. The first edition was sent round the various 

Bethany units—such as Bethany House in Couper Street, and encouraged people to put their 

thoughts down on paper. It was sometime later that The Bugle would have its own dedicated 

slot at the old Learning Centre on Jane Street, a converted church hall right opposite Rikky’s 

Music Shop. 

People come and go, depending on what life has to dish out to them, yet it’s encouraging to 

note that for a good while now there have been a dozen or so regular contributors to the 

magazine. We gratefully acknowledge all the financial help which has come from several 

sources. 

We are always learning new things in order to keep improving. The magazine you now hold 

in your hands has grown into an impressively colourful and glossy production which we are 

proud of and which we hope you enjoy. 

Our Mission 

We are a creative, welcoming, open-minded and supportive group of people who may have 

experienced homelessness and are supportive of the issues surrounding homelessness. 

We aim to promote free and open communication which connects with others through 

creative writing, journalism and visual art. We hope to encourage others to think about 

issues that are often hidden. We produce a magazine which reflects real issues but goes 

deeper than the current trend for ‘reality.’ 

Our Reader Agreement 

In keeping with our mission, we have developed guidelines to help encourage an innovative 

and trustworthy environment to publish our material in. We promise to… 

 Provide hope, honesty and positivity 

 Refrain from making discriminatory comments 

 Place warnings on articles that contain adult content 

We ask you to… 

 Respect other people’s viewpoints 

 Give us the benefit of the doubt regarding spelling, grammar and writing 

 Do not use our images or writing elsewhere. All authors and artist retain copyright of 

their work 

 Credit the artist or author when quoting them 
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Looking Back Well, Looking Forward Wisely by Martin 

Lock Down 2020. A time all of us, no doubt, will never forget and even share with our grand 

children one day, right? We will all look back and remember specific things during this 

almost traumatic event. Some for starting to exercise again, others for the valuable time 

spent with family at home, some for this, some for that.  

For me, I will never forget how the Father has taught me to take the time and look back at 

how Faithfully, Lovingly and Gracefully, has always been there for me. This, despite the fact 

that I have “spat” in His face, cursed His name and found pleasure in earthly sin. 

Over and over, again and again, He has not given up on me. Never left me, nor forsaken me, 

never been reluctant to help me pick up the pieces when I called on Him, and so, with open 

arms. Always welcoming me back, and still showering me with blessings, health, provision 

in the midst of my ungodly rampage. (This is Amazing Grace) 

And the more I looked back, the more I stood ashamed of my actions past. Because He never 

gave up on me, never grew tired in relentlessly pursuing me.  

I have found inspiration in this process. Leaving the past where it belongs, in the past. I 

have found peace, security, comfort and protection through repentance and seeking Him. 

Laying my shortcomings, fears as well as my hopes and future, at the Cross. I have found a 

revitalised trust in Him, through looking back, knowing, that He’s got this, He’s got me. My 

future is in good hands. 

So, I urge you, take time, look back and you will see His hand in everything, and remember. 

Articles 

& Fictions 
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A Chance Encounter By Graham Forrester 

A story from The Bugle Archives in which the writer imagines an encounter with a man 

involved in an incident that had a huge impact on his life. 

One day I got a phone call from a friend. He was going out for a drink with another friends of 

his in a local club. Tim was a member of an Edinburgh club. It was a ‘member’s only’ club but 

I was allowed in because I was with Tim and he wanted me to meet one of his friends for the 

first time. When I got there we all started talking, as you do. Tim said, “This is my friend 

Brian and you can sit with him”. 

I was a bit unsure as to what to say. I got talking with Brian and told him about my father 

who was killed by a train when he worked for what was then known as British Rail in 1965. 

Brian also was a little uneasy but asked me when it had happened. 

Everyone had drinks but I only drank coke. Brian was suddenly feeling all shaken up and 

looked as white as a ghost. I asked him “What’s wrong Brian?” Suddenly, in the chattering 

that was going on a silence fell. With a stutter in his voice, Brian told me he that he was the 

driver that drove the train that killed my father back in 1965. He was unsure as to what my 

reaction would be. He was faced by the son of the man he had killed all those years ago and 

didn’t know how to feel but I wanted to hear what he had to say. I was nervous. He started 

saying how sorry he was. 

We talked more about it. I remembered how I felt when I was told. I had always thought that 

Frank was my father until one day before school my mother told me he wasn’t and I must 

stop calling him dad. After school I asked what she meant and then she told me what had 

happened to my father. All my life I had regretted not having a father. For most of my life I 

had had a mixture of hatred and anger towards this man. Only in the last few years had I 

begun to see it from another angle. I said to Brian “Its okay. It was only an accident. It would 

not do me any good to hold bad feelings”. We smiled at each other and then we started 

talking. As we talked more we both began to feel better about things. 

As we were leaving we hugged each other and shook hands. I said I would like us to get to 

know each other more and maybe become friends. Brian smiled with surprise and relief and 

said “Yes, why not? Let’s keep in touch”. 
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A[nother] Chance Meeting by Tam Laidlaw 

Dartford railway station Kent, October 1961, two old school friends meet by chance. They 

just happen to be Mick Jagger and Keith Richards, who we all know now as part of the best 

Rock’n’Roll band in the world. They recognized each other as they both went to Wentworth 

primary school. Keith was travelling to Sidcup art college, carrying a Hofner guitar, while 

Mick was heading to the London School of Economics, carrying a few blues records.   

“Hi man, what’s with the LP’s under your arm?” asked Keith to Mick. 

“I had to send over to America for those Rhythm and Blues records as you can’t get them 

over here man.” “Let’s go back to my pad Mick and listen to them as I’ve just bought a 

Fidelity record player and we can just chill out man.” 

“Cool, not many cats in England have heard of Chuck Berry and Muddy Waters and I think 

that we could try to introduce the Blues and perhaps one day set up our own band. By the 

way Mick, I know this slide guitarist and harmonica player who plays at the Ealing Jazz 

Club every Friday night at 42A, The Broadway Ealing, London”. 

“I always thought the Ealing Jazz Club was only for Skiffle and Jazz, Keith!” 

“Yeah man, but things are changing there, there’s a cat called Alexis Korner who runs it and 

he’s bringing in Blues acts.” 

As they headed for Keith’s home, they were becoming more excited about the prospect of 

listening to the black blues artists. Keith came from a working class family, whereas Mick’s 

family were more middle class, but their musical interests were all that mattered. As they 

approached Keith’s house they could hear loud music coming from teenagers open windows, 

a sound Mick wasn’t used to as he came from an affluent and residential part of town. (Class 

distinction doesn’t play a part in the love of rhythm and blues music!) 

As they approached Keith’s two up two down house, Keith gestured to Mick to keep quiet as 

his parents disapproved of him taking people up to his room. Keith’s room was very sparse, 

with; lino on the floor, drab wallpaper, draughty windows and a smelly paraffin heater. 

As they played a Chuck Berry song on the record player, Keith sat on his Bohemian styled 

bed quilt rolling a cigarette and grooving to the Chuck Berry licks. The décor in the room 

was typical of a teenagers in the early 60s, with photos of Elvis Presley, film stars and other 

Rock’n’Roll stars. Meanwhile, Mick starts to shake his head and shuffle his feet as he turns 

up the volume on the record player. With the noise of the music and Mick’s shuffling, came a 

“Turn that dreadful noise down Keith!” from the downstairs living room. Sorry Mick, the 

party’s over, we can always meet at the Ealing Jazz Club on Friday night. 

“Sounds fab, what’s the chance of meeting up with this slide guitarist”? 

“His name is Brian and he lives in Cheltenham and he must be as keen as us as he has to 

travel a fair bit to get to London. Meantime, Mick and Keith had to wait another 6 months in 

order to meet Brian. By that time, it was April 1962, that was when the nucleus of the 

Rolling Stones took shape. 

“I forgot to ask you Mick, what instrument do you play?” 
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“I play a little harmonica Keith, but mostly I love to sing the blues like the black Americans. 

I play Lonnie Donegan songs but I’m sure I could learn Rhythm and blues songs!” 

Mick and Keith went every Friday night to the Jazz Club hoping to meet Brian. Eventually 

Brian did show up at the Ealing Jazz Club and the mutual enthusiasm for the blues was 

plain to see. After they introduced themselves, the conversation led to the three of them 

talking about their first love, “The Blues.” 

 The club was typical of the time, with its; dark, dingy, smoky and sweaty atmosphere. 

“Hi, I’ve heard you play slide guitar and harmonica Brian!” 

“Yeah man, have you heard of a cat called Elmore James?” 

“No, is he a Blues player Brian?” 

“Yeah, he had such an influence on me that I normally call myself Brian Elmore James 

Jones. I’m thinking about forming a rhythm and blues band as I’ve got a lot of connections in 

the music business. I’ve got Tony Chapman on drums and Dick Taylor on bass. I’ve got a 

name for the band from a Muddy Waters song called “Rolling Stone” which he recorded way 

back in 1950. How about rehearsing some blues songs alongside us at the end of the night 

and see how it goes.” 

“We’d love to Brian, how about playing Muddy Waters’ “Mannish Boy” and Jimmy Reed’s 

“Honest I Do?” 

“Cool, I know those songs off by heart, have you heard of Bo Diddley?” 

“Just vaguely Brian.” 

“Well I’ve got a song by him and it’s called “Mona” and I think you’ll like it. I could deal with 

any bookings and negotiate money with the club’s manager. I’m afraid it won’t be much, but 

at least we might get a following for the blues.” 

“Cool, we’ve got a really good keyboard player 

from Scotland called Ian Stewart, (Who 

incidentally became known as the sixth Stone), 

but the only problem is, he looks old fashioned 

and could pass for one of our uncles Brian.” 

“That’s OK, he could always stay in the 

background and be our roadie.”   

After the main acts did their spot, Mick, Keith 

and Brian started to jam along with the jazz 

musicians. At that time, there were only a few 

people in the audience as most of them only 

came along to see the resident bands. After a 

few weeks of playing at the club, the three of 

them managed to attract an audience of 

around three hundred people and secured a 

Friday night spot.  
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Surviving Life in a Parallel Universe by A. 

Examining the bubble of society that I have been fated to reside in, I look outward at the 

people around me. The cohort I have become part of and then remember the person I have 

become. 

Prison is a place beyond a portal, apart from humanity, while behind the wall I encounter a 

region where societal norms and everyday rules are inverted. In this parallel realm, where 

people are valued and judged solely on their previous actions, the populace live perpetually 

in the past. This condition is the result of the fact that for the majority, any hope of a stable 

future is uncertain, ambition is crushed. For some, their future is fictional. It will never 

exist. They will never escape. They are entombed by their past.. 

While living in a domain such as this, damage to the psyche of any person is inevitable. 

Many subtle and invisible pressures that are hidden in the ether, like the force of gravity, 

present grave danger to all who pass through this place. These environmental factors grind 

away at each internee, remoulding a part of them, they can only hope is not altered forever. 

Those subjected to this assault by the ambience of their habitat remain unaware of their 

own metamorphosis. There is no yard stick to compare against aside from their own past, 

which due to their being situated here, must be somewhat flawed or at the lease unsteady. 

A storm of myth, rumour and gossip spiral around us, and even the strongest are led astray 

as they voyage through an alien environment seeking shelter. Through the fog, the 

wandering mind is diverted from its natural course no matter how it clambers to keep a 

hold of the remnants and essences of its origin.  

Things moved very fast and within a few months, Tony Chapman and Dick Taylor were re-

placed with Bill Wyman on bass and Charlie Watts on drums. Bill was chosen primarily be-

cause he had a 50 watts amplifier and Keith could plug his guitar alongside Bill’s bass gui-

tar. Charlie had been a keen jazz fan and playing blues was easy for him. We now had the 

line- up for the next seven years until Brian’s untimely death at the tender age of twenty 

seven. This was essentially Brian’s baby and he called the band “Brian Jones and the Rolling 

Stones.” Unfortunately it was always recognized that the lead vocalist was the spokesman of 

the group and Brian felt that he played “Second Fiddle.” Jagger and Richard were the song 

writing team and although Brian could play most instruments, he couldn’t write a pop song. 

To rub salt into Brian’s wounds, Keith stole his girlfriend, and by this time Brian consoled 

himself with alcohol and drugs. 

Brian, supposedly drowned in his private swimming pool on the 3rd July 1969, despite being 

a very strong swimmer! The Post Mortem did not detect any alcohol or drugs in his body! 

He was only 27 years old! 

A plaque commemorating the meeting of Mick and Keith did not go down very well with Bill 

Wyman (Bass Player with the Rolling Stones.) He was disgusted that Brian did not get any 

recognition, despite him forming the band on April 1962 (Hence the original name of the 

band “Brian Jones and the Rolling Stones.”). 
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The place is infected by a virus, the 

pathogen though is not a physical 

agent assailing the body. Instead we 

suffer from a plague of the mind. How 

can any person hope to remain whole 

when basics, such morality, are 

twisted and flipped to become the 

polar opposite? When wrong is 

perceived to be right even the 

strongest and most astute will 

inevitably become confused. 

The success and growth of the human 

race has for millennia depended on 

and been enhanced by cooperation 

between people and community spirit. 

Mutually beneficial acts such as 

sharing and education contribute to 

an order that enhances the future of 

people in every station of life. 

Here selfishness and avarice snipe at 

any chance of progress, as the men 

battle to climb atop the mound of 

bodies composed of their brethren, 

seeking self-indulgence and 

dominance. Those at the top of the pile remain there only for the most fleeting of moments, 

and are bound to be trod upon in the future, as time slowly marches on. 

In this situation, any attempt to have order from a deliberately imposed chaos is futile. The 

most benign and altruistic traits of any inhabitant have to be extinguished quickly. They are 

simply stampeded, viewed by the mass of wanton troglodytes as indications of weakness and 

inferiority, when in fact they are the opposite. In a system where survival necessitates it, 

these peculiarities simply evaporate. They are not compatible with the environment.  

A structure has been described where a dogma of division and isolation exists; it seems to 

suit those in power, for those inside it is an illustration of hell. The extermination of any 

sense of togetherness or community makes it immensely easy to direct and control a broken 

populace. People who see no semblance of ever uniting simply disintegrate. For the 

proverbial puppet masters, the strings of power are played in such a way that the end is a 

foregone conclusion; division and apathy persist.  

I worry for the future, if there is one, for people in a situation such as I find myself. Alive in a 

time and place where, through experiencing some measure of material goods, technological 

comfort and modern convenience, they seem better off than they have ever been. I worry that 

a broken and shattered people, exhausted by a torrent of mixed messages and factors beyond 

their understanding, detrimental to their well-being, seem destined to fail. Although I must 

rebel, I must survive. 
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 Destiny Calls  By Alex J Anderson 

Missed Part 1 in Issue 50? Then catch up on The Edinburgh Bugle Blog: 
www.edinburghbugle.com/destinycallspart1 

Chapter 4 

I checked Elsa was home and I visited knowing that I will 

have to convince her that, thanks to her teas and her re-

education of me, I am both able and about to become the next 

custodian and user of the pendant.   

This could well be the last visit if that transfer goes ahead for 

it could well lead to her death, just as it had for the five who 

gave up their pendants to allow the creation of this one, very important pendant.   

As I followed her to her parlour I thought, 'it can't be just a matter of taking possession of 

the pendant.' I was right.   

Though she had made it possible for me to be the one to replace her she was not ready to just 

hand it over and go off to die.  To hide her real reason, when I asked for it to be handed over,  

she said with some confidence, “This is your final test.  You must find it by your own efforts.  

All I may tell you is that it is somewhere in this room. If, without my help, you can find it 

and wear it round your neck you will be the one this pendant was created to work with and 

for.” 

As I had expected there would almost certainly be some kind of test, I smiled and did nothing 

but watch her very carefully.  I hoped my confidence was not misplaced for I needed her to 

believe that I knew where the pendant and, in her fear, she would look to see if it was still 

where she expected it to be.  That look would be all I needed to set the ball rolling. 

Even though I was concentrating on her I heard and felt the unexpected presence of another 

human  and though I had no reason to believe it was, I was sure he had come to try to 

replace me even before I had the chance to fulfil my destiny. 

Instead of worrying, I told her, “check your house. Do you feel that subtle uninvited 

presence?  He has come to try to win the pendant for himself, before I can. Are you sure he 

has not found it?” 

I watched her mentally scan the house, see the presence and, in some confusion, she did look 

to see if the pendant was where it should be.   

The pendant glowed and that let all three of us see where it was.   

I do not know how I knew what I had to do but I found myself ignoring Elsa and the 

unknown one.  I spoke out loudly enough for all to hear. “You are The Seeker, Elsa has been 

your custodian but has not used you as you should be used.  I am ready to take over that 

role; but so is this other person. Now is the moment you have to choose which of us is the one 

you have waited, all this time, to meet, to serve and to protect.  Scan us.  See which of us 

matches up to task you were created for. Which of us most meets your requirements. You are 

the power, you need to decide whose neck you should hang round.  Will you, please, do it now 

so we can get to work?”  



11 

Chapter 5 

The unknown one made his need to be the Master of the pendant by creating a spell and 

casting it at me.  Elsa's scan of him told her he should not be trusted and as she was warier 

and more ready for violence than I was, she deflected the spell harmlessly with a very 

effective counter-spell of her very own making. 

Even as the pendant draped its chain round my neck he felt the need to take it from me if he 

could but the pendant surged and a baleful streak of light struck first his spell and then his 

chest so that he died a magical death and my custodianship began. 

As The Seeker had clearly chosen me, I reminded Elsa, “you turned me into someone who is 

ready and able to take over this custodianship.” I want to make you, Elsa Greengrass, this 

heart-felt offer, “you do not need to die now you are no longer the custodian of the Destiny 

Stones, I… we have the power and the desire to keep you alive.”   

I wondered why she laughed so hard she needed to sit down.   

Seeing I was confused she asked me, “How old do you think I am?” 

I honestly hadn't ever wondered about that but as she looked to be thirty-something I said 

so. With youthful humour and mischief in her tone she told me, “That was my age when I 

took on the just created Seeker and like the five were ready to die, so am I now.”  Jokingly, 

she continued, “even a witch does not like or have to tell her true age, so, think... how long 

they have been dead.   Go on, work it out for yourself 

and see why I feel it is my time.”  

He worked it out and realised she had to be well over 

one hundred and fifty and sadly turned to her and 

said, "I can see the five have kept you young so if you 

relinquish the pendant will you look your real age?" 

She nodded saying, "as each of the other custodians 

surrendered their stone I promised they would die 

with the image they had kept till the end.  Will you 

please likewise." 

"I promise no-one will ever know your true age."  

As she had made her wishes known she rose to her 

feet, turned, removed all trace of magical evidence in 

the room.   

I set out to present the picture of a youngish woman 

who had died peacefully in her favourite chair due to 

a mild heart defect.  

Alone and danger free I asked the Destiny Stones, “Now we are a team, what are supposed 

to do together and are we 'going public'?” 

It's answer was seen as well as heard as it said and showed me, ”I am the stones of destiny.  

Each of the five was special but incomplete.  They were each preparing their human 

custodian to seek each other out and to find each other.   
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When they found each other the five created the spell that merged each to another.  Sight 

merged to hearing, hearing to knowledge; knowledge to determination.  The circle was 

completed by love linking both determination and sight. Mentally I watched the five 

converge, merge and become the one and it answered my question. 

“Our task is to deny evil any lasting and world-hurtful success. We know greed, self interest 

and lust are all prevalent and negative parts of human nature. For long enough we sought 

one who had suffered and might be expected to want to be rewarded and powerful.  You were 

seen and tested many times.” 

I was made remember some of my darkest and most painful times and reminded how, even 

in the worst of those moments, I saw the need and offered help when it was clearly needed. 

“You are that man, you have a good heart, you care and have never surrendered to your 

baser nature.  You have convinced the five of us you are the one.  You showed you are not 

seeking power or selfish gain.  You are willing to learn, to give and protect the hurting. That 

other would have killed both you and the female who prepared you to become her successor 

and so I choose you as the one I must serve and assist.” 

“That said, be warned, even with our assistance and your present skills, there will be much 

more skills to learn and such risks to your future we must work from anonymity, but if you 

do not fail us we, The Stones of Destiny, are committed to the task of working, with you, to 

help you create a more caring and much more worthy race of human beings.” 

Being a realist, getting old and aching, I was about to point out my infirmities when The 

Stones of Destiny reminded me, “We kept the five alive until we saw the need to merge our 

separate parts. They did not need to die, but felt they had lived far too long and now they 

had passed on their pendants, they asked to be allowed to die.  I asked Elsa to be my 

custodian because she was close to being right, the one, but she did have weakness, and 

instead she accepted the task of seeking and preparing her successor. She saw your 

childhood memories and how, your core strength saw you get over that past. She tested you 

hard and repeatedly.  You passed all of her tests.  She was seen to have chosen well and 

defended you and that other proved he was so very wrong.” 

Humbly, I decided I would work with the pendant to make a fairer, friendlier future for all.  
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Artworks Above: Behind the Snow           

by Monique Van Aalst 



14 

Longing for Halcyon Days; reflection of my own experiences in 

lockdown and the impact on my well-being by Monique Van Aalst 
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Come Together by Monique Van Aalst 
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Raindrops falling on my face,  

Clouds look angry out of place.  

Hollow whistle through the trees,  

How do they endure the breeze?  

 

They bend and don’t break  

They bend and don’t break 

 

Hollow whistle through my mind,  

Try to leave it all behind.  

Slam of window,  

Smash of glass,  

Take a breath this too shall pass.  

 

Just bend and don’t break   

Just bend and don’t break 

 

Just go on forward without me, 

I’ll only hinder just let me be.  

Raindrops falling on my face,  

Man, I hope I find my place.  

 

Just bend and don’t break  

Just bend and don’t break  

Words and Pictures                   

by Cat J. Cranston 

Add music by heading to Cat’s YouTube 

Channel. Search for Cat John Cranston 

and listen to ‘Bend Don’t Break’ Live! 
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It’s Snowing Flowers! by Mikael  
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Poems 

Changing Seasons 
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Autumn Mood  
by Monique Van Aalst 

Summer had barely started 

just showed up and said hello 

didn’t stay long enough 

to spread its warm beams 

to make us feel alive 

and full of beans 

Autumn 

made a big entrance 

like a sharp dressed man 

with a smug face 

drawing in all the attention 

the colours of the leaves 

so vivid so bright 

I’m taking it all in 

A curious squirrel 

eyeing me up 

whilst burying its food stock 

A timid fox 

coming out of its 

hiding place 

sniffing up the Autumn air 

and watching the world go by. 

Tree Into Tawney Owl By Prue Fox 

A tree in the wood.  

It is a young tree.  

He has brothers  

And sisters around him.  

They grow tall and bush out.  

He turns into a tawny owl.  

His branches move through the others.  

His Brothers and sisters  

Turn into owls as well.  

They fly through the sky,  

On the wind,  

Not stopping,  

Until it's time  

To eat and drink,  

Then carry on their way again. 

Snowflakes by Prue Fox 

snowflakes 

snowflakes are brilliant  

snowflakes are cool  

snowflakes are great  

to make snow angles  

and sand angles  

snow angles are cool to do in the snow  

but you can also do sand angles as well  

in the sand  

it's great  
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Thankfulness by Graham Forrester 

I am thankful to Jesus  

For many things throughout my life.    

Let me say just some of them.     

I'm thankful for the problems I had as a baby   

And beyond  because of complications in my birth.     

I am thankful for what all I went through  

Because of it  as a child and teenager  but even since then.    

I'm thankful for the experiences of losing loved ones   

And friends since childhood in death.     

That has given me understanding for others who have lost   

And who lose loved ones that way.     

I am thankful for all kinds of rejection I have experienced  

Since I was a baby  No matter what the reasons were     

I am thankful for the struggle  

Even to survive  during birth and childhood.     

I am thankful for the accidents I have had   

Even the ones that could have taken my life.     

I am thankful for the experiences of being homeless  

And almost being made homeless  

Through no fault of my own.     

You might ask why?    

It was all part of making me a stronger, better person    

But top of the list is That it proved that Jesus was  

And will always be with me.     

Thank you Jesus for all of this.  

Forgiveness by Mikael 

A man walks into a second 

hand bookstore, under an 

awning, on a rain soaked city 

street. 

Hearing the door chime, the 

woman came up and greeted 

him, “How can I help?” 

He said, “I’ve come to make 

amends” 

“Long ago, I was a heroin 

addict and used to steal 

books from you and sell them 

privately to fund my habit. 

There’s no excuse for violence 

outside football, and I never 

had the audacity to beg, so 

unfortunately you went 

under the bus. I have, after a 

long journey back, begun 

again to breathe. Now free 

from demons, I wish to say 

sorry, reimburse the money 

cost, and see what amends 

you might want me to do.” 

She said, “Sit down, I’ll make 

you a nice cup of tea,” and 

left the room.  

He said “Amen.”  

She popped her head back 

through the doorway and 

said, ‘I’m insured anyway. I 

always got them to pay mint 

price. You paid for my 

holidays. Thank you’ 

Then she went back to 

making the tea. 
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The Cain of Ryan by SK 

Out there! See the unmade bed, 

Of patchwork grey and silver cloud. 

The thunder crashes, 

Up along each cairn 

Comes an almighty storm, 

No taming this boy. 

Deep within the darkest cloud,  

Stirs mayhem. 

This place turns face. 

We run for cover 

Into this house, 

Weather worn, 

But gracious built external walls,  

No cracks to expose and give up  

To these wild days nor dark nights 

Wild hits,  

Raw emotions 

Gale upon her black slate tiles, 

Determent to blow them loose. 

We hide below a table, 

As if that will be much use. 

Outside winds whip up into a sandstorm. 

 

  

All around is slashed by simple sand, 

But simple sand can make or break a man. 

Six morning bells strike, 

Town clock, 

I remember dawn’s sunlight 

Unvale her sleeping beauty, 

Soft erotic lines 

I feel there two hearts beating. 

Now my memory is retreating, 

It now hides itself within the day. 

Storms cleared, the still water, 

A perfect view along the lock. 

I take the highway 

Treading carefully, I walk 

Remembering only wise words to talk,  

Drunken chatter, accents splatter  

To love the slang that pours out. 

Been a long night boy, 

Time for rest. 

For sure, that storm will return another day, 

My Cain of Ryan, 

My childhood cradle, 

My love forever. 

The Morning Song Tree by Mikael 

The tree in front of our little balcony,  

I have named the Morning Song Tree.  

I sit there in the pre-dawn light,  

Listening to what sounds like a million little birds,  

Each burstin' with pride,  

Showcasing why they be chosen for the choir.  

It is the first time in a long time  

I haven't turned on a morning radio.  

Moggy sees things differently.  

He sits by me in his own little word of thought.  

He look like a hungry blind man  

Being read to from one of Mary Berry's cake books.  

We exist in different galaxies at that moment,  

But we both smile.  

We look at each other grinning, thinking,  

"I like how we start the day now. This is nice." 



23 

The Fortune Teller  

by Tam Laidlaw 

I went to see the fortune teller,  

She wasn’t in her room,  

There was a notice on her door,  

“I’m not available, but I’ll see you soon.”    

“Do call back later, if you could,  

If you can, that would be good. 

With deep regret, I’ll come clean,  

It’s due to circumstances unforeseen!”  

The Joker by Allan Buchan 

Rain falls like sequins 

Lightning brightens the way 

The clouds are grey and distinguished 

Thunder has the last say 

A shelter is leaking and empty 

There‘s a sign where someone has been 

The sparrows are calling and dancing 

A cat is there but unseen 

***** 

A storm kept people together 

But walls turned light to despair 

Evil had entered the building 

The victims didn’t know it was there 

A man laid still on the floor 

The carpet was made out of dust 

He was waiting and hoping and dreaming 

While the keys were turning to rust 

***** 

The traffic is speeding and queueing 

Time is condensed to a pill 

The moon bathes us with wonder 

The sun heightens the thrill 

Love’s a triangular circus 

The joker hides in the pack 

The dealer deals two aces 

But there’s always three in the dark 

The scales of justice are rocking 

Night time hides bickering owls 

With cruelty disguised as a hero 

Where sin doggedly prowls 

There’s a box that holds many secrets 

People sing songs of peace 

Grace became stranger than fiction 

When the landlord rewrote the lease 

Artwork: Pages 19, 20 and 27: Autumn Photographs by Rosalind Alexander 

Page 22 and 26: License to Moggy and Line Drawing by Mikael 

All other images in this publication are courtesy of unsplash.com. Thanks to the 

photographers Christian Escobar (p4), Anton Atanasov (p5), Isai Ramos (p10),  Michael 

Dziedzic (p12)  Jordan Wozniak (p12), Ryan Moulton (p23), Dan Gold (p24), Aron Visuals 

(p25) Drawings on pages 7 and 27 are by the authors. 
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Drummer by Tam Laidlaw 

Our little girl loves to bang on the big bass drum,  

Especially when we're not there, 

She's in her element,  

And shows a lot of flare  

When she does a drum roll on the snare, 

A typical day would start with a hit on a cymbal,  

Then a tinkle on the old cow bell, 

She can play commercial pop, rock 'n' roll,  

Reggae and a little bit of jazz as well. 

It all started with a trial at her school in 2001,  

That's when the bug got a real grip, 

Samba, doldrums and bongos played a big part in her life,  

It was a chance she couldn't let slip, 

She passed her music exams, higher and advanced,  

Then she was off to University filled with glee,    

Three years passed so quick,  

it was crunch time and pressure was on to get her degree.         

The big day came, she took to the stage,  

Tension was there for all to see, 

Family and friends looked on, they heard that first beat,  

Knowing a pass was a  distinct reality, 

All through the show, we watched her confidence grow,  

The backing band were doing her proud, 

She’s passed with flying colours,  

Everyone there clapped and cheered ever so loud! 

Rock On  by Mikael 

I bought an old 'Radio Birdman' record,  

Brought me back to my youth!  

Made me want to disturb neighbours half my age,  

By turning it up above an acceptable volume!  

But good manners intervened.  

I saw them once in '96,  

They had reformed from the '70's.  

I went, full of expectations of wonder...  

I found overweight, balding, middle-aged men  

Trying to sound still angry.  

A doctor and a pilot,  

Trying to look decadent and hungry behind their guitars...  

It's when I realised you shouldn't try to relive a moment,  

Just enjoy the memory.  

I think this as I put the old record on, low,  

And sit back and smile. 

My Life, Now! by Prue Fox 

My life was a rollercoaster.  

At the beginning, in my twenties, 

I was a rebelling.  

Literally doing ridiculous things 

I didn’t want to do.  

I was moving like mad,  

From flat to flat.  

Wasn’t settled anywhere. 

Wouldn’t stay in one place for 

long, then I would up and leave.  

I had that many flats in the past, 

And now I am in the middle of 

looking for another flat again! 

The place I am in does the fire 

alarm every Wednesday, and it’s 

really loud.  

I cant take it anymore.  

They have to do it its health and 

safety, but its really annoying. 

The more quicker I get out the 

better. I wish I never took this 

place now…  

Mind you, I wouldn’t have got 

the other two cats if I hadn’t. 
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Confessions of a Quitter by Aja 

Wanse on a lang furgoaten time in ma always hurting life 

 a became sad-rulled, hameliss, nae job, nae family, nae hope  

A wis a hopeless case  jist driftin aimlessly frae pub to hostel;  

firever hostel to pub spirallin doon yon lonely road tae doom and despair.    

I thocht masell a Waste of space.   

A stole, I cheateit a overdosed,' got sexyined, got the electric shock treatment.   

A wis nockin at Mr Death’s door but he never answered .  

Noo a thank the Lord for that.  

A wis meetin ithers jist like me at the hospital whaura wis sexyined a went tae 

meetins in ma jammies tappit aff wi a dressing goon, whit a sicht a must hae been 

but listenin tae others, jist like me, a saw a wis hurtin masell.    

Things changed when I saw that was true.  

Unsuspected friends started to visit me.  

After fifteen months I was discharged.   

I went to live alone but visited family.  

I got a job on a building site as a labourer.  

I started taking care, to eat regularly.  

I learned the Serenity Prayer of the AA; 

'God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change;  

the courage to change the things I can  

And the wisdom to know the difference.”    

I became cool calm and collected.    

I feared naught but most of all I was granted the wisdom  

To deal with what was hurting me and to live one day at a time.  

Sobriety and caring became the spark of my creative desire.  

I started writing… 
One Hundred Plus by Rosalind Alexander 

Unforgiveness sows a short life, 

But forgiving much reaps a long life, 

And eating sensible is good for you, 

A little movement goes a long way too. 

Leading a simple contented  life, 

But staying close to God in thought. 

Through the night, 

Keeping a heart both pure and strong. 

Sending best wishes to many a friend. 

Doing a daily crossword, 

Just to keep the mind alert. 

Don’t let anyone dampen your spirit, 

Just live the high life. 

If it’s my time let me be. 

Gladly I’ll go to heaven . 

If need be. 
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In Struggles by PT 

The lord is with you 

Through sickness and health 

Though the pull from the D to IL 

Is always trying to tempt us to hell 

I’m trying to ring salvations bell 

Spread word to your neighbour, do tell. 

I’m never really alone in my cell, 

But I hate being alone myself 

**** 

Some folk like to talk out a problem,  

I like to write it out.  

I used to rhyme out a problem,  

Then burn the paper.  

No lighters in prison now though, 

I have a mountain of scraps of paper 

   with different rhymes.  

Some inspired by happiness, anger, 

   even sadness.  

The gym and staying fit helps me,  

But everyone is different 

Find your release, 

As long as it is good for your health. 

The worst thing you can do is nothing. 

Mental health doesn’t fix itself 

You Can't Blame Me by Allan Buchan 

I’ve been a victim of false enchantment 

I’ve suffered the flames of blind desire 

My faith has trembled at cruel injustice 

As I tempered in the fire 

   You can’t blame me 

   Cause I carry no burden 

   My way is clear 

   Though the road be unseen 

   And you can’t frame me 

   Cause I carry no burden 

   I’ve lain it down 

   To rest my soul 

I've been lovesick and broken hearted 

And I have walked down the loneliest path 

I’ve seen betrayals of evil doers 

I’ve been consumed by anger and wrath 

   You can’t blame me 

   Cause I carry no burden 

   My way is clear 

   Though the road be unseen 

   And you can’t frame me 

   Cause I carry no burden 

   I’ve lain it down 

   To rest my soul 

I’ve felt forsaken and abandoned 

As I waited on the Lord 

I’ve felt His healing in my surrender 

As I laid down my shield and sword 

   You can’t blame me 

   Cause I carry no burden 

   My way is clear 

   Though the road be unseen 

   And you can’t frame me 

   Cause I carry no burden 

   I’ve lain it down 

   To rest my soul  
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A Bit of Fun to Finish... 

Mr Ketchups Double-Decker by Rosalind Alexander 

After a very long walk Mr Ketchup felt rather peckish. He sat down. 

“My feet are killing me,” he sighed. 

Haggis smiled and pulled out two double-decker sandwiches fit for a king. 

Mr Ketchup was about to put the double decker into to his mouth, when this black and white 

greyhound jumped up and locked his jaw into his sandwich. “Oh you meddlesome dog how 

dare you steal my double decker!” 

This old woman came up to apologise. 

But it was no use Mr Ketchup looked like he was about to explode his face looked like a 

squashed tomatoe, “Oh why don’t you just eat the bleeding lot!” 

“Now now Mr Ketchup please remember your 

manners.” 

Mr Ketchup threw the rest of the double decker 

into the air. It landed on the grass, where two 

magpies were scrambling to see who could get 

the rest of the bread. 

Mr Ketchup sat on the bench sulking, while his 

friend Haggis appeared to be enjoying his 

dinner. “It’s all right for you.” Mr Ketchup 

complained, “I am still very hungry.” 

“Oh, Mr Ketchup do stop complaining. You 

won’t die of hunger just yet. I am sure Sweet 

Potato Face will rustle you up something when 

you arrive home.” 

“Oh but that will take forever,” moaned Mr 

Ketchup, “Oh, why do bad things happen to 

me?” 

Oh dear, do you think readers that Mr Ketchup 

is in trouble again? 

A Few Wee Jokes by Angus 

What do you call an adventurer in a hot air balloon? A Balloonatic! 

What is a Snowman’s favourite treat? Icicles 

What ‘Magic Roundabout’ character puts a spring in your step? Zebedee 

Some books for the your library: Trench Warfare by Doug A. Ditch, Fabric 

Making by Annette Curtain and Exercise & Weightlifting by I. M. Armstrong 
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Photos by Dougla 

Christmas Lights are 

up already, and its only 

November! They look 

nice though. 

 

Remembrance Day at 

High Street , Edinburgh 


